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Dedication 


This book is dedicated to lovers everywhere who learn that 
it's never too late. 


Blurb 


A fateful decision haunted Logan Chalmers for years. A high 
school reunion brings Reid Wright back to the old 
hometown, but will Reid even remember Logan or has he 
moved on to the bright future they were to share? 


Following the rejection of the man he'd loved for most of his 
life, Reid moved away to seek his fortune. The hurt and 
anger allowed him to move on, but years later, only 
thoughts of Logan could bring him back for the reunion - 
that, and timeless desire. 


Chapter One 


Each roll of the tires brought Reid Wright closer to home—or 
what had been his home until he'd struck out for the big 
city. Reid negotiated the ribbons of highway with something 
akin to fear. Not fear for his safety or anything quite that 
dramatic but fear for his heart. He'd only been back twice 
since college—once to bury his parents and even before 
that, only as long as it took to discover the man he loved 
wouldn't be sharing his life after all. When the 
announcement of the fifteen-year high school reunion 
arrived in the mail, he'd dismissed it, even threw it away. 
But then the thought of seeing Logan again forced him to 
dust off the coffee grounds and answer in the affirmative. 
He knew Logan would be there, and come what may, he 
plunged straight into the maelstrom of what would most 
assuredly be an emotional weekend. 


He'd not considered Pine Oaks home since his parents had 
died. There were no siblings to visit, consequently, no 
nieces or nephews to buy presents for. Instead, he'd long 
ago exorcized the old hometown from his life and moved on; 
sans the one person he'd always counted on—Logan 
Chalmers. 


As the endless highway stretched before him, he replayed 
their last night, when, despite much discussion, gnashing of 
teeth, and a fuck session that lasted into the early morning, 
nothing had changed. 


"You don't understand," Logan had said. "I have to stay 
here. Dad needs me now." 


"Can you cure his cancer with your degree in business? 
Damn, Logan, /need you too." 


"He's dying, and he can't run the company any longer. Stay 
here, help me." 


Reid had laughed at that. He wasn't about to bury himself in 
Podunkville, when the big city beckoned. 


He'd replayed the ultimatum in his head many times over 
the years. "I'll pick you up at midnight," he'd said the 
morning of the day he left. If you aren't sitting in the car by 
a minute after, I'm gone, and we're done." 


He'd eaten those angry words a million times. 


Sure Logan would change his mind, he'd waited impatiently, 
tapping his fingers on the steering wheel. When the light in 
Logan's room went off, he'd jammed his foot on the gas 
pedal and never looked back. 


Hurt and anger had fueled his drive to New Orleans, though 
an epiphany came over him as he drove through Baton 
Rouge. He wanted to turn around, to tell Logan he 
understood, but then, as he resisted the temptation, he 
realized he didn't and never would. 


The appointment the next day at Melancon and Myers, the 
city's most prestigious architectural firm, kept his over- 
packed VW bug rolling east on I-10. 


After he'd gotten settled, he'd called Logan a few times, but 
the conversations were strained, and they never spoke of 
anything substantive. More, "Hi, how you doin'? 


Oh, busy? Well then, I'll let you go." 


As time went on, his attempts to forget Logan failed 
miserably. Reid ate himself up over not considering how 
devastated Logan must have been when he learned of his 


father's cancer. Logan lost so much and must have felt the 
only way he could repay his parents for all they'd done was 
to keep his family's construction business going. When the 
full impact hit him about a year later, Logan had stopped 
answering the phone. 


"Pine Oaks-50 miles" the sign read, and Reid's stomach did 
a flip. He wondered how much the place had changed. Shit, 
nothing stayed the same and why should it? 


Thoughts of Logan teased at his memories, his smiling 
college roommate, with his sexy blue eyes and fine ass. Had 
he changed? Good question. And should he even care? 


Yes, he should. He always had. Logan was never far from his 
thoughts, which had proven disastrous for any subsequent 
relationship. 


His empty stomach guided him to the Pine Oaks Diner just 
off his exit. He'd collect his thoughts and calm his nerves 
before he checked into the Hyatt. As it was, he'd cut it close 
by waiting until the day of the reunion to drive in. Now, with 
only a few hours before everyone gathered at The Pine's 
clubhouse, he questioned his resolve. 


Did he have the courage to see Logan again? 


He robotically ate a salad, his heart definitely not in it. He'd 
have much preferred his major weakness—a big, juicy 
hamburger with a hefty side of crispy fries, but he didn't 
want to feel bloated and guilty for missing the dreaded daily 
workouts. 


The town looked polished, clean, ready for the tourist traffic. 
The short ride to the hotel impressed him. The small town 
politicians had brought home the money from Uncle Sam. 


The valet at the hotel ran out to collect his keys, 
accompanied by a bellhop, who gathered his luggage from 
the trunk. The Hyatt—the hotel preferred by out-of-towners, 
or so said the commendation for cleanliness behind the 
desk. The pretty clerk handed him a key, which he found to 
be extraordinarily odd, given most everywhere issued key 
cards. Obviously, Pine Oaks hadn't come into the twenty- 
first century, but then, there was no real surprise there. 


The room was adequate, save for the blue and pink 
bedspread, a mass of swirls and geometric shapes that was 
dizzying if looked at too carefully. The place was clean; it 
would do for two nights. 


After shaving, he stood under the shower for a long time, 
allowing the water to rain down as he braced his arms 
against the tiles. Thoughts of Logan in the shower with him, 
as they'd done so many times in college, got him hard. The 
man's body was to die for. To keep up, he'd worked out, still, 
all these years later. 


He slid a soapy hand around his dick, and thought of the 
many times he and Logan had fucked in the shower before 
class. They'd wanted each other with the fervency of eager, 
young men, and nowhere was off limits. The more 
dangerous the better. 


They'd experimented with positions, bottoming as often as 
topping, sucking and touching every chance they got. Since 
then, he'd learned so many other ways of getting off, but 
had never found anyone else who enjoyed them as he did. 


Emotions overcame him. He jerked himself off and cried at 
the memories he'd so long ago tried to bury. Such emotion 
was unlike him. He never cried, save for when he mired 


himself in Logan nostalgia. Thoughts of his last partner 
brought him around. 


Eric—tall, tanned, cocky as hell, and a great fuck, but 
absolutely no depth of character. 


The appeal had been his body, and the convenience of 
working together. Eric fucked with a rabid appetite, anytime, 
anywhere, but his list of partners also included every guy 
who made eye contact. Their breakup had been clean, Eric 
had moved on without much more than, “Oh, okay then, see 
you around." Reid was fine with Eric's absence, preferring 
solitude to the shallowness the man had brought into his 
life. 


He turned off the water, stepped out into the steamy room, 
and wiped the mirror off with a clean towel. After he used it 
to dry, he squeezed some gel into his hand and styled his 
hair the same way he'd done it for the last ten years. It took 
too much energy to make a change, and for what? He had 
no one to impress. He dabbed on his cologne before then 
slid his beige Dockers up his legs. Though he'd hung his 
shirt in the bathroom to try to steam out the wrinkles, it 
hadn't worked, so he set up the ironing board and ironed his 
royal blue shirt. Finding that particular shirt had taken on 
utmost importance, and he'd spent all day the prior 
Saturday combing every store in the mall to find it. 


He'd owned one just similar to it, same color at least, and 
Logan loved it so much, he'd confiscated it just before their 
breakup. Somehow, the subtle reminder seemed 
appropriate. Whether Logan noticed or not was another 
story, but Reid hoped the man would realize the gesture 
was meant for him—a peace offering perhaps. 


He checked his fingernails and his teeth, then padded 
around the bedroom, trying to remember where he'd left his 
shoes. He found them, and after using the complimentary 
Shoeshine do-dad to buff away the road dust, he slipped the 
loafers on. 


Relieved to see he was on time, he clasped his watch 
around his wrist. Just a fifteen-minute drive to The Pines, 
and then it was anyone's guess what would happen. 


He shoved the big-ass room key into his pocket and picked 
up his car keys. As he looked around to see if he'd forgotten 
anything, he drew in a deep gulp of resignation. 


Why am I putting myself through this? What would he do 
when he saw Logan with someone else, happily talking over 
all their years together? 


He pulled the door open and stepped into the corridor. Yeah, 
this night should prove interesting. 


Chapter Two 


Logan stood in the shadows of the balcony that overlooked 
the ballroom. With drink in hand, he watched the door, 
anxious to see who'd actually made it back for the reunion. 
Since Effie Kuntz told him Reid had sent back his reservation 
card, he'd thought of little more than this night. 


How would he look? Would he recognize him when he 
walked in? Would he have the courage to talk to the man, 
after so many years? Reid had been so angry when he left, 
and the strained phone calls hadn't done anything to dispel 
the thoughts of an angry Reid. He even questioned whether 
he could face Reid and say the two simple words he'd 
longed to say for years— "l'm sorry." 


He leaned against the wall, sipped his beer, and watched his 
former classmates filter in, get their name badges, and set 
out into the room in search of the same clique they'd 
belonged to in high school. You can take the kid out of high 
school, but. ... Kiss from a Rose by Seal played in the 
background. / suppose it'll be a night of nostalgia. 


A group of people came in all at once, and he visually sorted 
through them, recognizing Bud and Ted, both with women 
much prettier than they deserved. Asshole jocks who'd not 
given a rat's ass for anyone but themselves. They must 
have come together, as they were too friendly with each 
other to have just met up. 


Gina walked in like the prom queen she'd been during junior 
and senior year. 


You put on a little weight there, didn't you, chick? 


A blue shirt drew his attention to a lone figure lagging back 
at the door. He leaned over the railing and honed in on the 
guy. His heart skipped any number of beats as he confirmed 
the presence of Reid Wright. 


My God, he did come, and could he have been any more 
conspicuous? He looked down at his own blue shirt and 
rolled his eyes. Did he wear it for same reason | did? 


Logan shrank back into the shadows after Reid checked in. 
He laughed when he tucked the nametag into his pocket 
and ambled to the bar. A beer—so like him. Reid planted 
himself next to a potted palm, and while several people 
approached, he made no effort to socialize—simply shook 
hands, made expedient conversation, and sipped his beer. 


Reid seemed preoccupied. His gaze darted around the room. 
Was he looking for him? Logan's pride swelled as Reid 
nodded but continued to scan the room. Beau Cummins, a 
sort-of mutual friend, nearly ran Reid over in greeting. 
Outgoing, ever smiling, and possessed of a voice that could 
peel wallpaper—that was Beau. Some things never change. 


Beau's voice carried above the crowd and background 
music. "Well, if it isn't Reid Wright." Reid shifted to a stance 
Logan recognized as uncomfortable. 


The two talked, or rather Beau talked and Reid nodded, 
sipped his beer, and looked suitably bored. 


Everything slowed, or seemed to, when Reid looked up at 
the balcony, his gaze following Beau's outstretched arm. 
Damn, but the paunchy former jock had seen him climb the 
Stairs. 


Logan's heart leapt as he watched Reid take the stairs two 
at a time. His mind reeled, his body tingled, and his palms 


grew sweaty. Would Reid punch him out, hug him, or just 
give him a piece of his mind? He put his hand to his mouth 
and blew a breath. Still minty-fresh. 


"Logan?" His name came in a voice almost whispered. 


After several attempts to get control of his tongue, he said, 
"Yeah, I'm here." He stepped out and old feelings washed 
over him in waves. 


Reid stuck his hand out, but then tugged Logan in fora 
manly, three-pat hug. 


"It's So good to see you." 


The words hit him hard, in the gut, and stole his intended 
machismo. "Good to see you too. It's been too long." He 
relaxed, and soaked in Reid's body heat. 


Reid pushed him to arm's length and cast a glance over him. 
"| Suppose it has, but the shirt held up well." 


Logan looked down and laughed. "Looks like we thought 
alike. Great minds, huh?" 


"Yeah, we look like the fucking Bobbsey Twins." 
"Too late now." 


"True enough." With a nudge to Logan's shoulder, Reid 
asked, "So how have you been?" 


"Doing well and you?" 


"Well enough. | work for a firm in New Orleans, designing 
large apartment complexes. Some of ours were the only 
ones left standing after Katrina." 


"Impressive." 


"Pretty satisfying, considering all that went wrong back 
then. Of course, the ground floors flooded, but structurally, 
they held up against the worst of it. Our firm set the gold 
standard for quality." Reid waved a dismissive hand. "But 
enough of that. How are you doing here, has the recession 
hit you hard?" 


As Reid's spoke, all Logan wanted to do was touch his lips. 
"Some, sure, but people still want homes. We're just building 
on a smaller scale, with less square footage and more 
amenities." 


“Sounds reasonable. Your family, how are they?" 


What should have been painful, merely registered as a piece 
of information to be relayed. "You might have surmised that 
Dad died about a year after | came back and Mom followed 
him within six months. You know those two couldn't live 
without each other." 


Reid lowered his head and seemed truly shocked to hear the 
news. "I'm sorry. | didn't know." 


"Yeah, Dad was pretty sick, and Mom didn't cope well with 
his loss. But hey, it's been a long time now." 


"I'd have come back if I'd known." 


"| didn't send out the alert. He deteriorated quickly, and | 
had all | could do to keep the business and Mom afloat. It 
was a pretty hairy time." 


"I'll bet." Reid patted Logan's shoulder. "I truly am sorry." 


Logan nodded, drank deep, and just stared into Reid's deep 
blue eyes. 


Reid cleared his throat and looked a bit uncomfortable. "Ah, 
| guess you heard about my folks. We buried them quietly, 
no fuss. | only came in for the day and let the lawyers figure 
it all out. You know, I'm not much for that stuff." 


"| heard. Car accident, wasn't it?" 

"Yeah, just outside of Monroe. Drunk driver." 
"I'm sorry. | Know you were close." 

"As you Said, it was a long time ago." 


He understood the sadness on Reid's face, and talking about 
their losses wouldn't make either of them feel any better. 


The music stopped and someone took the mike. "Welcome 
to the fifteen reunion of Pine Oaks High, Class of 1995." 


Logan chuckled. "Ah, yes, Effie Kuntz, the girl with the most 
unfortunate name." 


"Yeah, unless your name is Reid Wright. My folks had a 
perverse sense of humor." 


"Yeah, they certainly did." They laughed together and it 
brought Logan back to a much less complicated time. 


Effie droned on about the accomplishments of the members 
of the class, but Logan's attention was on the man standing 
next to him. Reid smelled as good as always—Drakkar Noir. 

How many nights had he dribbled the cologne on his pillow 

and jerked off thinking of Reid? Too many to count. 


On a whim he asked, "Do you want to get out of here? We 
can go someplace where we can talk and catch up?" 


A smile cut across Reid's handsome face as he clapped 
Logan on the back. "Lead the way." 


While the crowd applauded Susan Miller, formerly Abadie, 
for having the most children, he and Reid sped down the 
stairs and out the door. They gave their claim checks to the 
valet, and in five minutes, Logan drove out onto Country 
Club Drive, with Reid's headlights in his rearview mirror. 


Chapter Three 


Reid's stomach growled as he followed Logan into the 
parking lot of Chris Ruth's Steakhouse. He hadn't eaten 
since the salad, which made this an even better idea. 


He took a moment to collect his thoughts—thoughts about 
Logan. Still as handsome as ever, trim, a few gray hairs 
mixed in with the brown, but nothing too pronounced. None 
of the old baggage had gotten in way while they'd talked 
and it had felt good. Logan's tap on the window brought him 
back to the here and now. He opened the door and stepped 
out. 


"Come on, I'm starving. | plan on the biggest T-bone they 
have." 


Reid smiled, remembering Logan's affinity for medium-rare 
red meat. "Sounds good, carnivore that | am." 


They sauntered in, and the host seated them right away. 
The place looked dead, but then it was after eight, and in 
the civilized south, no one ever ate past six. 


After they selected the wine, Reid sat back in his chair and 
stared at Logan, which didn't seem to unnerve the man at 
all. 


"So, tell me what have you done with your life, besides 
designing indestructible apartment complexes?" 


"Well, | live in Metairie, just outside New Orleans. | rent, no 
need to own, considering it's just me. Really, I'm about as 
interesting as drying paint, pretty staid in my old age." 


Logan laughed. "Yeah, right. As | recall, you weren't terribly 
Staid at all." 


"Pfft, that was before life started to happen." 


The waiter delivered their wine, poured two glasses, then 
stowed the partially full bottle in a wine bucket. After they 
ordered their food, Logan picked up their conversation. 


"Do you live with anyone?" 

No beating around that bush! 

"No... no, | don't. Do you?" 

Logan paled a bit. "Not in a long time." 


The next logical question was on the tip of his tongue, but 
he couldn't find the words. Before the moment got awkward, 
Logan filled in the pieces. 


"| had a long-term relationship, but it ended last year." 


Reid was stunned at the perverse satisfaction he took in 
Logan's words. "Hmm, how long?" 


"Seven years too long, really. It'd gotten stale, and there 
was always someone else in the mix." 


Reid sipped his wine as he listened. 
"Not him, me, at least in thought." 


"Why?" The question was out of his mouth before he could 
forestall it. 


Logan looked at him over the rim of his wine glass. "You 
need to ask? Somehow, | think you might be able to figure it 


out." 
Reid wasn't sure what to Say. 


Logan drained his wine glass in one swallow. "I constantly 
compared him to you. 


| did it in my thoughts, with my words, and when he finally 
got tired of never measuring up to the paragon from my 
past, he left." Logan poured himself another glass of Pinot 
Noir. 


"Why would you do that? We haven't been together in 
years. A lot has happened since then." 


"For you, maybe, but not for me. I'm still where you left me. 
Pathetic isn't it?" 


"No not pathetic. You did what you had to do. Somewhere 
along the way, | realized that, and | admire you for sticking 
around when your folks needed you the most." 


The shadows on Logan's face told a story of regret at his— 
their—sacrifice. 


"But in doing it, | fucked up my life, and when my parents 
died, | still stayed. | didn't call you and beg your forgiveness, 
did I? No, | stayed, because | couldn't face you after not 
having the guts to at least explain." 


"Are you saying you regret not leaving with me?" 
The pain in Logan's eyes gave him his answer. 


"In a word—yes, and | have every day, from a minute after 
midnight, when | stood in my bedroom window and watched 
you drive away." 


Reid sat speechless, staring at the wall over Logan's 
shoulder, trying to make sense of the words. Logan's candor 
took him aback, and he had no idea what to say next. 


"Are you surprised by my answer?" 


Reid drew in a deep, calming breath. "I don't mind saying | 
am. Of all the things | thought you might say, that wasn't 
even in the top ten." 


Logan gave a dry laugh. "Why not? You always knew how | 
felt about you. 


Haven't you thought me a fool over the years for giving up 
what we had?" 


Reid glared. "Never." More, | thought of myse/fthat way. I've 
always thought of your life as having meaning, a purpose, 
while mine's been based on my quest to accomplish, to 
make money." 


"An admirable pursuit, Reid, and not to be diminished." 


The waiter brought their meal, and several moments passed 
before they were alone again. 


"| have an impressive bank account, but other than that, | 
own nothing of any import. | rent furniture, and | work my 
ass Off twelve to fourteen hours a day. Then | go home to an 
empty apartment, with take-out in hand and watch reality 
shows, about people with lives as empty as mine." 


Logan took a bite of his steak. "You've never had anyone to 
come home to?" 


"I've not been celibate if that's what you're asking, but no, 
there's no one now." 


"We're a fine pair, aren't we?" 


The words, / used to think so, crossed Reid's mind, but he 
chose to remain silent and fill his mouth with a bite of one of 
Chris Ruth's finest T-bones. 


The leisurely meal was topped off with an after dinner drink 
and less thought provoking conversation. "Business isn't too 
bad, really, all considered. Certainly not as bad as in other 
parts of the state." 


"What have you got going now?" 


"We're building some tract homes over on Rue d'Orleans. 
You remember the place, that huge property owned by 
Mitchell Dupuy. | bought the land really cheap before the 
bubble burst, and I've held onto it. Now we're putting in 
some two thousand square foot homes, three bedroom, two 
baths, with the standard stuff—Jacuzzi, granite countertops, 
laminate floors." 


"Hmm, sounds nice. I'd be interested in having a look." 
"Really?" 


"Sure. Single-family homes are something I'd love to design. 
There's really no imagination needed in apartments, you 
know." 


“True enough, | suppose." Logan finished his drink. "What do 
you say to going over there now? No time like the present." 


Reid nodded into the last swallow of his drink, while Logan 
paid the bill. "Hey, | wanted to pay for this." 


"No way. | invited you." 


"Fine, but I'll catch you next time." 
"Sure, whatever." 


They took Logan's car for the ten-minute ride to 
construction site. "The roads are all in, as well as the 
electricity, cable, and septic." 


Noting no poles, Reid asked, "All the wiring's underground?" 


"Yeah. It keeps the look cleaner, and the trees don't 
interfere with the lines." 


The bright moon and the streetlights gave him a good view 
of the subdivision. 


"What, a hundred or more?" 


"Yeah, actually it's about a hundred and six. There's six 
streets, with eighteen houses on each. We're giving them a 
nice big yard, front and back, two-car garage, a fireplace in 
the living room, nice GE kitchen. For the price, they're 
getting a really nice place." 


"You sold any, or these all spec?" 


"| can't afford spec. They're all sold, and the families expect 
to move in just before Christmas." 


"How far along are they? | mean is there something you can 
show me?" 


"You really interested in this shit?" 


Inexplicably, he was more than interested. "Yeah. | want to 
see what keeps you occupied." 


As they drove to the far end of Dauphine Street, past homes 
in various stages of completion, pride welled inside him. 
Logan had undertaken a noble pursuit—creating affordable 
homes for families, and if he benefitted in the process, all 
the better. 


"The ones at this end are sheet-rocked and they're just 
getting the flooring. We put laminate throughout and 
ceramic in the kitchen and bathrooms." 


Logan grabbed a flashlight and they got out of the car. He 
unlocked the door to the house and turned on a set of high- 
powered work lights. 


"There, that ought to help us get around." 


The lights flooded a large area, living/dining combination. 
"Man, | like the open floor plan. Nice high ceilings. Makes 
the place seem bigger, even at two thousand square feet." 


"Yeah, you can't sell anything with the boxy plans anymore. 
Families want to spend their time together, so we give them 
five-hundred square feet in the family area." 


He was duly impressed and not a little envious. "I like it." 
"The bedrooms are down this way." 


Logan led the way, taking him into two fairly good-sized 
rooms with a closet in each, pretty utilitarian. Then they 
went into what was obviously the master suite, a nice large 
room with a stack of laminate flooring against one wall. The 
bathroom was huge, with a corner Jacuzzi, a big shower, 
double sinks, and a gigantic walk-in closet. 


"Very nice," Reid said as they walked back into the bedroom. 
"Shit, my apartment isn't even half the size of this place." 


Logan sat on the flooring and patted the place next to him. 
"Take a load off." 


Reid considered standing, but when Logan patted the 
flooring again, his legs grew weak, and he couldn't resist. He 
brushed Logan's leg—all it took to spark embers that had 
never truly died. And he grabbed Logan and kissed him, 
hard, pouring eleven years of missing this man into the kiss. 


Logan answered with passion, as though no time had 
elapsed, with no life lived apart. Reid pulled him close, 
breathlessly nipping at his bottom lip, darting his tongue in 
and out of Logan's mouth. 


He pushed Logan down across the planks and straddled him 
as best he could. 


"Tell me now if you don't want this." 


Logan rolled his head from side to side, his half-lidded eyes 
riveted on Reid's. "I can't." 


Reid undid his belt and drew his cock out. Even in the dim 
light of the street lamp, he saw Logan lick his lips. "Please 
tell me you want this, Logan, | have to hear the words." 


"Yes, | want you. Damn it, don't make me beg." 


Logan reached up with trembling hands, and guided Reid's 
dick to his mouth. 


Reid groaned as Logan's tongue played along his length. 
Reid closed his eyes and savored every lick. 


He held Logan's head as the man took him deep. The cock 
ring he'd put on before he dressed grew tighter against his 
burgeoning erection. 


"My God, you've learned a trick or two," he gasped as Logan 
took him ball-deep. 


Logan's chuckle vibrated through his crotch, as though the 
man was saying, "/ would think so." 


Chapter Four 


Reid pulled away, afraid this would end too quickly. He knelt 
and unzipped Logan's pants. True to form, the man wore no 
underwear. Nice to know some things never changed. 


He sucked Logan in deep, wanting nothing more than to 
swallow him whole. He smelled like sex and soap; his taste, 
as Salty as pre-cum, bathed his wanting tongue. 


Logan leaned against the wall and groaned at Reid lavished 
him with years of pent up desire. 


Logan arched his back and moved his hips, fucking Reid's 
mouth as though Reid weren't there at all. 


"| can't hold back," he growled and exploded in Reid's 
waiting mouth. 


"Mmm," Reid murmured as he licked his lips. 


Reid crawled up Logan's body, their eyes fixed for a brief, 
electric moment. He kissed Logan with frightening need. "I 
want you," he panted against Logan's lips. 


When Logan nodded, Reid pulled him to standing and undid 
the man's belt, pleased when the pants fell to Logan's 
ankles. "All | have for lube is spit," he said as he took a 
condom out of his wallet. 


Logan's ragged breath gave away his need. "That'll do." 


Reid turned Logan toward the wall and spit into his hand a 
couple of times. 


Logan braced himself and bent over, tensing when Reid 
pushed two, slick fingers into him. 


"Oh, fuck, yes," he growled, as he moved back against 
them. 


Slow and easy, he finger-fucked Logan until the man's knees 
buckled and sank down to the flooring beneath them. 


“Fuck me, Reid," Logan gasped. "Split me in two." 
Reid's heart leapt. "You sure you want it that hard?" 


Logan braced himself on his arms and raised his ass even 
higher. "I want to feel you inside me like I've never wanted 
anything else. Fuck me, damn it!" 


Reid's hands shook as he coated his dick with as much spit 
as he could and poised himself at Logan's entrance. 


Logan rocked into him, inviting him to plunge in. His dick 
bobbed, his balls ached. His body shook as he gripped 
Logan's hips—his Logan. "Jesus, I've never wanted anyone 
like | want you." 


Logan huffed, and he rocked. Reid's every movement was 
answered with one more determined than any before. Once 
past the first muscle, Logan pushed back against him with 
surprising fervor, then howled as though in pain. Reid 
rubbed Logan's ass. "We have all night. Don't hurt yourself." 


"I. Want. You." The words huffed against breathlessness. 


Reid held him firm, not allowing any further movement until 
Logan's body adjusted to the intrusion. "Slow and steady 
wins the race, babe." He spoke the endearment so naturally. 


"Please, fuck me, now." Inch by inch, he pushed in, rocking a 
bit, then stilling, until Logan's ass sat against his pelvis. 
Bliss, heaven, whatever you want to call it, it was all that 
and more. 


Logan sucked in a deep breath. "Damn, you're huge." 
"You're so fucking tight." 


Reid rocked his hips in slow rolls, savoring all that he'd 
missed. 


"Oh, fuck," Logan moaned, and Reid took it as a good fuck. 
"Yeah, | second that." 


Reid set the rhythm, after he wrapped his arms around 
Logan's body and kept Logan's movements on pace with his 
own. 


Inevitably, frenzy took over, their need overwhelming good 
intentions. Logan, rock hard again, jerked himself off while 
Reid pounded into him, using every ounce of energy he 
possessed to express to Logan all this meant to him. 


There were no words, nothing but grunts, and an occasional 
"Oh, fuck," until Reid came, then held Logan to him, refusing 
to relinquish the tentative connection. 


Logan turned into Reid's embrace, his body shivering and 
they both cried, not sobs, but tears of what Reid told himself 
was joy. He contented himself with that thought, not 
wanting to think about leaving Logan a second time 


* OOK OOK OK OX 


Logan felt the same joy inside him he'd felt the first time he 
and Reid ever made love. Buoyant, as though the 
intervening years had never happened. He held on to the 
man whose memory had never faded. He didn't want to look 
in his eyes, not yet, for fear he'd see something that told a 
story different than what he himself felt. 


So many times over the years, he'd imagined having just 
one more time, to feel Reid's warm breath at his nape, to 
experience the passionate agony as Reid slid his cock into 
him. And now, his fantasy was fulfilled. He held on, his 
emotions as raw as they'd been that night eleven years 
before, when he'd watched Reid drive out of his life. 


"What happened to us? How could we just give this up?" 
Reid asked, his tone mellow. 


"Fucking life happened," Logan said, holding on to the only 
thing that had ever made sense to him. 


"Yeah. ul 


The great swell of conflicting emotions subsided, but 
Logan's mind reeled with thoughts so premature he couldn't 
even put words to them. 


Reid's arm left him as he looked at his watch. "A minute 
after midnight and you're still in my arms." 


Right where | want to be. Logan touched Reid's face. "We 
should be getting back." 


"Yeah, I'm beat." 


"I'll get you back to your car." 


They walked back to the car in silence, allowing their tightly 
clasped hands to say everything. "How long are you 
staying?" Logan asked as they drove back to the country 
club, Reid's hand firmly on his thigh. 


"| leave Monday morning. Just took a long weekend." 


As hesitant as he was, he had to ask. "Do you have any 
plans, while you're here, that is?" 


"No, just attend the reunion and of course, I'd hoped to see 
you. Beyond that, nothing." 


Logan's heart raced as he glanced over at Reid. "What 
would you say to skipping the reunion and spending the 
weekend with me?" 


Reid kneaded his thigh. "I'd say it sounds like a plan anda 
much better one than the original." 


"Great. Sounds good to me too." 


They got back the restaurant and spent awkward moments, 
when they couldn't seem to say goodbye. "I feel like a 
gawky teenager," Logan said. 


Finally, Reid replied, "Come back to the hotel with me." 


Reid didn't need to ask twice. "If you'll stay with me 
tomorrow. No sense spending your money, when I have a 
place." 


Reid's toothy smile grabbed him by the throat. 
"Makes sense to me. Yeah, that'd be great. " 


"See you in a few." 


They kissed briefly, then Logan followed Reid back to the 
Hyatt. He'd exhibited absolutely no resolve since Reid had 
walked into that ballroom, and alone with his thoughts, he 
couldn't think of one good reason why he should. 


A tinge of anger rose within him, at life, at the Fates for 
stealing from him the only thing in life that had ever made 
him happy. 


And they'd do it again, he reminded himself. The two 
hundred plus miles to New Orleans might as well be a 
million when thought of in terms of a relationship. 


Whoa. No one had said a word about any relationship. 
They'd fucked once and would likely do so like rabbits over 
the next two days, but then life would return to normal. 
Remember that. 


At the hotel, they left their cars and keys with the valet. 
Reid seemed anxious to get to his room. He put his arm 
across Logan's shoulders and moved him along toward the 
elevator at a good clip. 


"What's wrong?" 
“"Nothing—now. | just don't want to waste a minute." 


Never had words been more like music to Logan's ears. He 
held his innate skepticism at bay, determined to take 
whatever came and deal with the fallout on Monday. 


They got to the room, and when Reid pulled the huge key 
from his pocket, they both laughed. "I suppose it'll be 
another decade before this place upgrades." 


Logan nodded in agreement, but couldn't take his eyes off 
Reid. How had he survived the last eleven years, pining for 


this man the way he had? 


The door closed behind them, and Reid grabbed him, 
pushed him against the door, and kissed him, hard— 
gnashing-of-teeth hard. His breath was labored, his body 
pressed against Logan's, hips in a slow grind, seemingly of 
their own accord. 


Reid unbuttoned Logan's shirt, then slid down his body, 
taking a wine-colored nipple between his teeth and biting, 
gently, leaving no doubt as to his intentions. 


"Get out of these clothes, now, before | rip them off." 


Reid's tone and his heated stare could have melted his 
clothes. Logan toed his shoes off, and in a mere moment, 
his pants dropped to the floor. Reid did the same, tossing his 
garments thoughtlessly, while his piercing gaze never left 
Logan. 


"I've learned much over the years," Reid said, as he took 
Logan's arms and guided him across the room 


When Reid bent him over the back of the sofa, Logan's heart 
thrummed with excitement. "Do tell. You have my rapt 
attention." 


"Don't move." 
"| wouldn't think of it." 


Water ran for a moment, then Reid sank to his knees behind 
him. With a gentle touch, Reid washed away the remnants 
of their earlier lovemaking, then blew a warm breath over 
his crevice. With an anxious touch, he parted Logan's ass 
cheeks and toyed with his entrance. 


Logan closed his eyes as Reid licked, circling his hole. His 
knees felt like gelatin. 


"Oh, fuck." 


Reid pressed into him, not seeming to mind they'd had sex a 
bit over an hour before. 


A sound smack on his ass startled and invigorated him. He 
howled, but pressed back into the next one, as the blinding 
pleasure and the jarring sting proved a perfect 
accompaniment to what he hoped would be a marathon 
fuck-fest. 


"Yeah," he groaned. "More." 
"You like that?" 
"I'd learn to like just about anything you wanted me to." 


Another hot explosion of pain. "Don't open that door unless 
you intend to keep it open." 


He bit his lip as he coped with several more carefully placed 
Slaps. "I never say anything | don't mean." 


"I'll remember that," Reid said as he gave him another good- 
natured swipe. 


"Please do." Logan panted his answer. 


He'd be sore from the ass play, but he didn't care. To have 
Reid use him in any way he saw fit was a dream come true. 
Passion had long since jumped the Logan Chalmers ship. 
There were worse ways to spend a weekend than as a 
former lover's sex toy. 


Logan heard the tear of the condom wrapper and the 
unmistakable pause as Reid rolled the thing on. A cool 
dribble of liquid aided Reid's entrance, and the word 
heavenly flashed in neon before Logan's eyes. 


Reid alternated between long, slow strokes and short, 
staccato thrusts, the perfect combination. Reid held him by 
one shoulder and jerked his hips unpredictably. Then a light 
Slap, to his right ass cheek. 


"Fuck me, harder." Words blown out by a powerful thrust. 
Another slap. 
"Oh, yes, more." 


Reid's hand left his shoulder and with each inward stroke, 
Reid administered smacks. The effect blew Logan's mind as 
he rated this the best fuck of his life. 


Chapter Five 


While Logan perused the paper, Reid ordered their breakfast 
from room service. 


The country fare hit the spot, as did the strong coffee and 
chicory. 


No words could express what the night before had meant to 
Logan. Inwardly, things such as //fe-sustaining came to 
mind, but to say something like that would make him sound 
pathetic. 


"What do you want to do today?" "I have no plans," Reid 

said, then reached across the table and grabbed Logan's 
hand. "Other than lots of talking maybe? We have a lot to 
catch up on." 


He'd have to be cautious, not to wear his heart on his sleeve 
as his mother used to say. "Great. I'll call my foreman and 
let him know I won't be in and then we can go to my place. 
We'll have to get some supplies if we plan to hunker down, 
but other than that, we can be hermits for the next couple 
of days." 


"Great. You call, and I'll shower." 


After a short conversation, Logan switched off his IPhone 
and listened at the bathroom door. Reid still hummed in the 
shower, an endearing habit. While much had changed in 
Reid, maturity and certain sexual practices, much had 
stayed the same. He was very much the Reid of his 
memories and more Reid than his fantasies had dared 
manifest. 


The water shut off and within moments, Reid walked out of 
the bathroom just ahead of the steam. He was naked, save 
for the towel he used to dry his hair. 


Logan salivated, but chose to fend off his lascivious 
thoughts, for the moment. 


"You still eat as though someone will steal your plate." 


"Short lunch hours these days." The deep blue stare bore 
into Logan. Reid took his damp towel, slung it around 
Logan's neck, and pulled him close. "I could eat you up." 


Their lips touched, and they kissed more thoughtfully than 
they had before. 


Reid's skin was warm from the shower and smelled of 
whatever shower gel the hotel provided. Logan wanted to 
be nowhere else. 


When Reid's hand dropped to Logan's cock, Logan chuckled. 
"Your appetite amazes me." 


"Look what | have before me." He waggled an eyebrow. "You 
are indeed a tasty morsel." 


Logan laughed. "You're quite delectable yourself." 


Reid acknowledged the comment with a tip of his head. 
"Say, is that sex shop still over on Almonaster?" 


"Yeah, it's there. They've modernized it and took out the 
peep show in the back. 


Alas, no more sticky floors." 


"Ah, man, that was the best part. | want to go over there 
and pick up a few things. You in for an interesting 


weekend?" 


Logan's stomach did a little happy dance. "Hell, yeah. 
What've you got in mind?" 


"I'll know when | see it." 


Logan jumped in the shower, newly motivated. . Twenty 

minutes later, they were ready to go. They kissed at the 
door, then walked out like brothers, that is if one brother 
would ever dare pinch the other's ass on the way to the 

parking lot. 


Logan led the way to The Den, at the corner of Almonaster 
and Kelly. The summer before college, he and Reid had 
frequented the place, mostly for the peep show in the back, 
and had spent many hours in the dark corners getting their 
rocks off. 


As they walked in, Reid looked up at the huge sign that 
blinked fifteen different colors. "Damn, it looks like a 
freaking sex superstore." 


"Pretty much. Big business, while other stores are closing. 
Sex sells, as they say." 


"Just like a grocery store—there are signs above the aisles— 
Anal toys, vibrators, bondage... ." 


“Lube spill on aisle eight," Logan said with a laugh. 


Reid countered with, "No sir, you can't try on the cock cage 
to see if it fits." 


They dissolved into torrents of laughter, until Logan gained 
control of himself. "I imagine we could find some pretty 
interesting stuff in here, huh? 


"Yeah, I'm sure we could, and | want to peruse the whole 
place. Come on." Reid threw his arm over Logan's shoulder 
and propelled him down the anal toy aisle. 


"Anything in particular you'd like to try?" 
With you, anything. "I'll leave it up to you." 


Reid raised an eyebrow and smirked. "You sure you want to 
do that?" 


Logan shrugged and grabbed Reid's crotch. 
"Good answer." 


When they got to the checkout, they had three toys and a 
DVD, not nearly all Reid wanted to purchase, but after 
Logan's admonition of, "You'll only be here for forty-eight 
more hours," he'd seen reason and selected the most logical 
choices. 


The grocery store came next, and then, mercifully, they 
went home. 


"Nothing magnificent, but it's home," Logan said as Reid 
walked around the living room. 


“Damn, this makes my place look like a closet." 


"It's thirty-two hundred square feet, a bit big for just me, but 
| had it built when | thought—well, never mind that. Make 
yourself at home." 


Reid dropped the bag from the sex shop on the sofa and 
turned to Logan. "Tell me why you had it built. | want to 
know." 


He couldn't be this close to Reid, not while telling the story, 
so he walked away, under the guise of putting the groceries 
away. 


“There was someone. He traveled a lot with his job, so we 
didn't spend all that much time together. After a couple of 
years together, | thought we had something going, so | 
contracted to have the house built. By the time it was ready 
to move into last year, he'd found someone else who 
apparently didn't invite the past into bed with them. 


Sad, huh?" 


Reid leaned against the countertop. "Happens to the best of 
us." 


"You too?" 


"Sometimes my own stupidity gets the best of me. I live by 
the adage, 'Sabotage yourself before someone has the 
chance to do it to you." 


Logan closed the refrigerator door with a thud. "Live and 
learn." 


"Or sometimes live and never learn." 


"Come here." Reid had his back to the counter, his legs 
spread wide. Logan walked between them and Reid took 
him into his arms. "We all make mistakes. How do we know? 
Life happens." 


"Don't you think we cause some things to happen on 
purpose?" 


"Not always. Take your dad's cancer, for instance. That had 
a huge impact on a lot of people and was completely 


unavoidable." 


"True enough, but then there are roadblocks we set up for 
ourselves." 


"What roadblocks?" 
"You don't see any? Seriously?" 
"I see two days of non-stop fucking. No roadblocks there." 


Reid kissed Logan's overly analytical bent right out of him. 
He'd never learned the concept of /iving for now, but he'd 
have to do that if he was to survive this weekend. 


Take it as it comes, asshole, and Monday will take care of 
itself. You've had one-night stands; a one-weekend stand 
ought to be a piece of cake. 


"If we are going to use the time we have to our best 
advantage, we ought to go without our clothes, what do you 
think?" 


"You sound like a frat boy, Reid." 
"Pardon me, but I feel like one too. Come on, play along." 


Reid had Logan's shirt unbuttoned and a nipple between his 
teeth before Logan knew what was happening to him. When 
Reid bit down, he made sure it hurt. 


On a hitched breath, Logan said, "When did you get into the 
pain/pleasure thing?" 


Reid's tongue swirled, while he slid his hands into the 
waistband of Logan's pants. "I had a partner who introduced 
me to all kinds of interesting sex play. Until then, | hadn't 
known how pain and pleasure were so closely related." 


A mighty pinch to his ass brought him up onto his toes. "I've 
read about it, seen some porn with the leather and all, but 
never tried it, giving or receiving." 


Reid fingered him casually. "When someone brings you to 
your limit, the satisfaction in that is all you need to take you 
over the edge." 


"You've been to that point?" 

"Oh, yes, and I'd like to bring you there too." 

Logan's cock hardened, and he pressed it against Reid. 
"| take that as a yes." 


"It's a yes, if | get to fuck you too. This isn't going to be one- 
man show." 


Reid's laughter was sexy as hell. "I do get carried away with 
my enthusiasm. Of course you do, anytime." 


Logan stared into Reid's ice blue eyes. "Now." 


Reid relinquished his hold on him and stripped down quickly. 
"Where?" 


"In the bedroom." 


Reid picked up his clothes, while Logan headed toward his 
room. In mere moments, he was naked, and by the time 
they'd reached the bed, he was breathing heavily. 


Chapter Six 


Logan's aggressive side appealed to Reid in ways it 
Shouldn't. For so long, he'd been in control, at work and with 
partners, but he'd gladly share the top with Logan. 


"This could open up a whole new set of games." 
"Just get on the bed and we'll worry about playing later." 


Logan's tone was as masterful as he'd ever heard. His dick 
stiffened to the max as he lay on his back and drew his legs 
up against his heaving chest. 


Reid readied himself for a rough ride, as he judged the set of 
Logan's jaw and his shadow-filled eyes. 


Logan slid his lubed, condom-clad cock inside, and pushed 
forward, despite Reid's groans. Only someone who relished 
pain could fully appreciate Logan's delivery on that 
exquisite promise. As he bore past the muscles, the shock of 
pain radiated through him, warming nerve-endings and 
forcing muscles to relax despite themselves. 


Fully seated, he lowered himself and kissed Reid as a thirsty 
man drinks. 


A tear slid down Logan's cheek, and Reid took his thumb 
and wiped it away. 


They spoke not a word as he licked his thumb, symbolically 
accepting whatever pain had caused the tear. 


Logan pulled back and let go of a feral howl as he thrust so 
powerfully it threw Reid into the headboard. 


Reid wrapped his legs around Logan's waist and gently 
topped from the bottom. 


He used his quivering legs to tame his lover, determined 
they'd each get from this what they needed. 


Logan's tears flowed as he thrust through the pain of 
separation and stroked the unfulfilled needs so long 
neglected. Reid's eyes filled with tears too, as Logan 
claimed him. 


The strain showed on his face, as though his skilled hips 
attempted to wrench possession of past mistakes from the 
ghosts that loomed between them. 


Reid stroked his cock, keeping time with Logan, wanting to 
come only when Logan did. 


Logan stiffened, his necked corded with tension. "Oh, fuck," 
he moaned, his eyes closed. Hot, angry thrusts slapped 
between them, the pain long since dissipated, replaced by 
agonizing pleasure. 


Reid's balls tightened as his body sensed Logan's impending 
release. With a greedy groan, Logan tossed his head back 
and pumped into Reid all the pain and heartache he had in 
him. 


"Fuck, fuck, fuck," echoed in the room, and Reid was lost as 
he tumbled after Logan, spurting thick, hot seed over his 
hand and onto his chest. 


Logan collapsed into Reid's waiting arms, sweat glistened 
and breathing heavily. 


The years had cost Logan dearly, he'd made that evident, 
though the price was beyond Reid's imagining. 


Logan's emotions were raw if the hot tears on Reid's chest 
were any indication. 


He held Logan tight and resolved to see to it that he didn't 
hurt Logan; the man didn't deserve such treatment. 


For now, though, thinking ahead served no purpose. Today-- 
this was enough, and tomorrow would have to take care of 
itself. 


"I'm sorry," Reid said, though not sure why. 


Logan rolled his head from side to side. Reid wrapped his 
legs around him, and they stayed that way until Logan was 
ready to face him. 


"No need to be sorry. | guess | got overwhelmed." 


Reid brushed over Logan's sweaty back in even strokes. "No 
problem. This brought back lots of memories for me too." 


"Some masterful asshole am I, huh?" 


Reid chuckled. "I appreciate you, whoever you are. You gave 
me the ride of my life, and | wouldn't change a thing. Some 
Skills you've got there." 


Logan rolled onto the bed and propped himself up on one 
elbow, his eyes studying the dark blue sheets. "What skill 
does it take to act like that? Damn, | pounced and couldn't 
control myself." 


Reid grabbed Logan's chin and nudged it up until Logan 
looked at him. "There's much to be said for pouncing. | 
enjoyed your fervor. Made me feel wanted." 


His words coaxed a smile from Logan's doleful expression. 
Something brightened in his eyes. Hope maybe? 


Logan idly combed his fingers through the hair on Reid's 
chest. "It's funny how unexpected events can change 
things, overnight, as it were." 


"| Suppose it could happen." 


Logan's expression changed. He rolled over and sat up. Reid 
reached for him and pulled him back. 


"I only meant that we've only been together since last night. 
What do you really know of me or vice versa? So much 
water has gone under the bridge since | left Pine Oaks... 
and you." 


"So much muddy water, Reid. You just don't know." 


"Then tell me. | want to know. | need to know what | 
missed." 


Logan scrubbed his face with his hands. Reid stacked pillows 
and pulled Logan back against them. "Talk to me. What 
happened?" 


Logan glanced at him, his eyes swollen from crying. "You 
sure?" 


"| wouldn't have asked if | weren't." 


Logan sat up and wrapped his arms around his knees. Reid 
rolled to his back and put a hand on Logan's muscular thigh, 
idly kneading. 


Logan stared off into the room. "I had an argument with my 
father and mother the night you left. | told them I was going, 


that | didn't care about the business; that | wanted to go to 
school and to be with you." 


"Was it that they thought I'd corrupt you, make you gay?" 


"No, nothing like that. | think they always knew I was gay. 
They never said the words, but | always felt they were okay 
with it." 


"Then what did you argue about?" 


Logan rested his chin on his knees and sighed. "My father 
was a dirty game player, always knew all the right buttons 
to push. He said | owed them, owed my mother after he was 
gone. They'd put me through college, sacrificed so | could 
go to LSU. He said he wasn't paying another cent toward 
furthering my education or for my keep while going to 
school. | was needed at home, and it was my obligation to 
take up the family business." 


The tension in Logan's leg told the story of his lingering 
anger. 


"So he blackmailed you, using money and guilt to get what 
he wanted?" 


"Yeah, you could put it that way. Then, my mother played 
every guilt trip in the mother's handbook, telling me how 
they'd raised me with all the advantages they could 
manage, that | already had a good education, why did | 
need more. Worse, she said she needed me and would 
continue to need me after my father was gone. How do you 
say no to a woman about to lose her husband?" 


Although renewed anger bubbled dangerously close to the 
service, Reid tempered his reaction. "I can see how that 
might cause you to think twice about your decision." 


"| didn't want to think twice. The more they said, the more 
determined | was to defy them. | raced up the stairs and 
packed, threw everything | could grab into a bag. 


They followed me and everyone was screaming, me telling 
them | was leaving and them talking over one another with 
all the reasons why | shouldn't. | wanted to surprise you, 
see? I'd told you about my father and the discussion we'd 
had about staying, but in my heart, | never wanted to stay. 
After you said you'd pick me up at midnight, | made up my 
mind to go with you." 


Logan wore his pain like a shroud. His helplessness was 
palpable. They'd been a close family and he'd loved his 
parents. 


Shame grabbed him, for all the unkind things he'd thought 
about Logan over the years. 


"What happened that changed everything?" 


"My mother begged and pleaded, said she couldn't bear to 
lose us both. That | was her salvation, her hope." He looked 
at Reid, his eyes floating in a pool of unshed tears. "What 
was | to do?" 


Reid reached across Logan's chest and pulled him into his 
arms. "| don't suppose there was anything to do but what 
you did." 


"At a quarter to twelve | shouted at them to leave my room, 
to just leave me alone. 'You win,' | told them. They'd worn 
me down, defeated every argument. I'd never felt so alone. 


"After they closed my door, I ran their reasoning through my 
head and realized they were right. Mom needed me, and | 


was being selfish to refuse to do the only thing they'd ever 
asked of me. 


"| thought about you and hoped you'd somehow understand 
and wait for me, until things righted themselves. | knew | 
should call you, but coward that | was, | didn't have the 
guts, so | just stood in the window and waited for you to 
arrive." 


That night had burned itself into Reid's brain—for all the 
excitement he'd felt, his tempered uncertainty about the 
future and then the most profound disappointment. He held 
Logan tight. "Finish your story, tell me everything." 


Logan twisted in Reid's arms and rested his hand on Reid's 
chest. "You pulled up right on time; | looked at that old wall 
clock in my room. | couldn't see you, but | could picture you 
tapping your fingers on the steering wheel, in time to some 
song or just impatiently. | felt so bad, knowing you thought 
I'd come along, or at least hoping | would. I'd planned to 
make you wait, just a few seconds, then burst through the 
door at a minute past midnight. 


"Instead, | turned out the light and stood in the window, 
listening to the seconds tick off. With each one, my heart 
broke a bit more. Then the hand on the clock moved, and | 
heard you rev the car. | turned away and heard the tires 
squeal as you pulled off. 


That sound went through me and became the anthem for 
my anger. 


"| stormed out of the room and found my parent's in theirs. 
They both looked so smug. | told them the only reason I'd 
stayed was guilt and they should never think it was because 
| loved them." 


Logan signed deeply, a shudder racking his body. 


"Did you ever come around to accepting what you'd had to 
do?" 


"Never. My dad died thinking I'd done the right thing and 
never once did he ask me how | felt after a month or a year. 
My mom knew, but she was too afraid to ask. | think she felt 
badly that circumstances hadn't turned out in my favor, but 
I'm positive she never felt remorse for asking me to sacrifice 
my future for them." 


"Somewhere in you, you must feel you did the right thing. | 
mean, it seems as though you've built the business into a 
huge success." 


"Sure, but what price for success, huh? Both my parents 
died and left me with the responsibility of all our employees, 
something | was ill equipped to handle. Shit, | was barely 
twenty-three. You can't imagine what that was like?" 


The story was in part what Reid had suspected, but how 
could parents think to exact such a price from their kids? 
"I'm sorry you had to go through that, babe. | really am. And 
I'm sorry | made you feel guilty for not coming with me." 


Logan sighed. "Between the two of us, | knew you were the 
stronger, that you'd survive without us. That's why | stopped 
answering your calls. | had to mentally release you... or so 
| thought." 


Reid sat up. "I'd have come back every weekend if I'd known 
you wanted me to." 


"But don't you see, | couldn't ask that of you. Every Sunday 
night saying goodbye again, you taking a bit of me with you 
each time. | couldn't have survived that. 


There was no resolution, no end in sight, you must see 
that." 


Reid nodded in reluctant agreement. "Realistically, | do, but 
| wanted you so badly, I'd have done anything." 


"And because of that, | had to make a clean break. Lord 
knows, | didn't want to, but | had to, for both of us." 


Reid hesitated for a moment as he mulled everything over. 
"We could have figured something out," he said weakly, as 
though pleading with the past. 


"| never saw it like that. | only saw hopelessness and the 
years stretching ahead of us. Every time the phone rang, 
the wound grew deeper, but | knew eventually you'd stop 
calling and think the worst of me—and I needed you to do 
both those things." 


"Well, you lose then if that's what you wanted. | stopped 
calling, but | never thought the worst. | couldn't. | knew that 
whatever happened, it wasn't your fault. We'd meant too 
much to each other and that just doesn't change overnight." 


Logan touched Reid and sighed. "Life fucking gets in the 
way, doesn't it?" 


"Seems that way. Your partner—did you really care for him?" 


"| suppose | did, in a way. He was good company, but the 
poor guy didn't stand a chance, not with me comparing him 
to you at every turn. | was relieved when he finally got tired 
of my shit and left." 


Reid chuckled. That sentiment struck a bit close to home. 
He'd felt it every time a relationship hadn't worked out. "I'm 


flattered in a way, but believe me, I'm no exemplary person. 
I'm just me." 


"But you went after what you wanted, you've worked hard 
to build your career, how and where you wanted. That /s 
exemplary to me." 


"Hey, you're no slouch. You've created a great business 
here. Certainly there's a lot to be proud of." 


“But it wasn't mine, and | never wanted it. I'd have sold out 

if it had been up to me, but something in me knew that my 

time with you had passed. You'd moved on and | didn't want 
to open that wound for either of us. So | stuck it out." 


Reid looked around the nicely furnished room. "Not such a 
bad place to be stuck." 


"SO you Say." 


Chapter Seven 


"We'll eat on the sun porch tonight," Logan told Reid as he 
took some steaks out of his specialty marinade and flopped 
them onto the grill. 


"That'd be nice. It's so quiet here." 


"Yeah, | chose this spot to build because of the trees and the 
huge lots. When people started building nearby, | bought 
the two lots on either side to give me more privacy." 


"| can't remember the last time | wasn't surrounded by 
street traffic and the sound of children screaming for all 
they're worth." 


"Pretty quiet here. Pine Oaks has grown a lot since you left, 
but with this place, | still have the illusion of being alone." 


Logan turned the steaks over. "You mind getting the salad 
and a couple of beers? 


I'll finish up here and meet you on the porch." 


"Sure," Reid said as he pushed off the deck railing. He 
walked through the house, looking around and marveling at 
how Logan had gone from ultimate frat boy to respectable 
homeowner. Impressive, despite the angst he'd been 
burdened with. 


The stainless steel kitchen was completely Reid's taste— 
crisp, modern, and equipped to the hilt with every 
imaginable convenience. Even a gigantic gumbo pot hung 
from the pot rack suspended from the vaulted ceiling. 


He took the salad and beers from the fridge and carried 
them to the table just as Logan slid the patio doors open 
and pulled the screen door into place. "Not too muggy out 
tonight." 


"No, kind of pleasant actually, the advantage of living up 
north. New Orleans evenings aren't nearly this nice." 


Crickets proved all the background needed while Logan and 
Reid ate their sirloins and corn on the cob. 


"| eat out here often, but always alone," Logan said after a 
hearty sip of his beer. 


"| eat alone most nights myself. Sometimes there's a 
business dinner, but they get old fast." 


"When my work day's done, it's done. | don't make it a point 
to socialize with the guys on the crews. Seeing them at work 
is enough." 


"No friends then?" 


"Sure, but no one close. Gives me lots of reading time, you 
know?" 


"Still the bookworm, huh?" 
"You remember?" 


"Sure | do. I'd want to go throw a football, and you'd be 
wrapped up in some Stephen King novel." 


"Still not a reader then?" 


Reid laughed. "Yeah, | am actually. When | finally had time to 
get into something other than textbooks, | was hooked. | 


read a lot of gay fiction. There are some really great writers 
out there." 


"Hmm. You'll have to introduce me to some of their work. | 
wouldn't mind reading about hunky guys." 


Reid slid his hand across the table and took Logan's. "I'd like 
to do that." 


After dinner, Logan got them a couple more beers, and they 
just kicked back on the sofa and talked. The more time they 
spent together, the more natural being together again felt. 


"| could find the time to come up more often," Reid said. 


Logan smiled. "Mmm, I'd like that." 


x k OK OK x 


The wheels in Reid's head turned all night, giving him little 
sleep. He'd listened to Logan breathing and dreading the 
next day. 


He woke Logan at six, unable to keep his hands off him, and 
they stayed in bed all day. He was sore when he reluctantly 
climbed into his car at three, but his heart hurt the most. 


Once on the road, exhaustion played with him. The specter 
of a good night's sleep spurred him on. Without sleep, the 
meeting with a client first thing in the morning would be 
brutal. 


"Talk to me, keep me awake," he said on his third call to 
Logan. "I miss you already." 


Logan chattered on, finally reading him parts of the novel 
he'd started after Reid left. Just as he pulled off the 


interstate onto Bonnabel Boulevard, his cell phone battery 
died, but he was content. 


The drive home convinced him that he wanted to explore 
the options, to see if their past was truly a catalyst for a 
future together. Logan hadn't forgotten him, and he'd 
certainly not forgotten the only man who'd ever captured 
his heart. After learning all he had about Logan's reasons for 
remaining in Pine Oaks, his admiration for the man had 
grown tenfold. 


Sleep came easy after another long conversation with 
Logan. His heart was lighter, his mind somewhat more 
organized. Just the sound of Logan's voice had that effect on 
him. 


x k XK OK x 


Reid sat numb during meeting, his mind in Pine Oaks. The 
meeting went well for the developer, who wanted some 
expensive changes, which meant hours of extra work. 


Reid fumed as he adjusted several load-bearing walls, a 
simple matter to the client. 


"Just erase that line, and put it here." 


Great for someone who didn't realize walls really do support 
things and aren't just lines on paper. 


It'd take him most of the week to complete the revisions, 
then the project would have to go through the approval 
process with the engineers. Once they scratched their heads 
and weighed all the options, the plans would go back to the 
client. "We have to tell him no more changes," Reid told his 
ass-kisser boss. 


"What we have to do is keep the client happy." 


x k kK OK x 


"Corporate crap," he told Logan later in the day. 


"Yeah, | know, | see it all the time. Inevitably, some 
housewife wants the dining room just a 'smidge' larger, 
never realizing that the quarter inch on the drawings 
changes everything." 


"Why did | ever think architecture was the way to go?" 


"Ah, | think it had something to do with a fancy office and 
high salary." 


Reid laughed aloud. "You remember all that pompous 
bullshit? | must have sounded like such an ass back then." 


"Of course | remember, and yes, you did. Job's not so 
appealing these days, huh?" 


"Getting less so every minute. | miss you." 


"Me too." Logan's voice was barely above a whisper. 
"Something wrong?" 


“Nah. Rough day at the site. The inspectors from the parish 
came out and gave me a laundry list of shit to fix before 
they'll give me the go ahead on a couple of the houses. That 
stops everything until we get it done, another two or three 
day delay. 


Doesn't happen often, but it's a bugger when it does." 


"We ought to get away. Can you take a vacation?" 


"Not anytime soon. | have to bring this project in on time 
and I'm up against a heavy deadline." 


"Shit." 


“Look, I've gotta run. The site supervisor is on the other line. 
Talk to you tomorrow?" 


"Yeah, tomorrow." 


The click on the line was unsettling, and his mood didn't 
help. 


Logic hadn't interfered with Reid's burgeoning feelings for 
Logan, and it wouldn't. 


A door slammed in the corridor, and the kids from 6D raced 
past his door. 


“Thirty-three fucking years old, and | live at the mercy of 
others!" He hated apartment living, yet could never see 
buying a house for just himself. 


Thoughts of Logan's idyllic home made him even sicker. 
Never an outside noise—no street traffic or neighbors. 
They'd even swum nude in the pool, and there was no one 
to care. The place was perfect. 


He grabbed a beer from the fridge and turned on the 
television. The Food Network always had something on he 
wanted to watch, hell, he'd gained most of his cooking skills 
from watching Alton Brown, Rachel Ray, and Bobby Flay. 


Some new guy was on, Jeff Mauro, the Sandwich King. Hmm, 
sandwiches. Now that's something | can wrap my Skills 
around. 


"Now let's taste this bad boy," the guy said, just before he 
crunched into the pinini he'd just made. 


Reid snapped to attention. Looking at the clock, he saw he'd 
spaced out for the last thirty minutes. His thoughts had 
been in Pine Oaks and on Logan. That's where he wanted to 
be—shit, he'd wasted so many years, could he really afford 
to piss away any more time? 


Impulse had always been his enemy, but what harm was 

there in allowing his imagination to run wild? He was free, 
over eighteen, and damn it, he wanted more than he had 
now. 


x k OK OK x 


For the next two weeks, the calls from Reid came fast and 
furious .The cryptic questions and excuses why he couldn't 
come up for the weekend had proven trying, especially 
since Logan missed him so much. With work being the pain 
in the ass that it was, he could have used some of Reid's 
sanity. 


After a harrowing day at the site, he'd lounged in the Jacuzzi 
for over an hour, the water jets beating the kinks out of his 
body. The phone rang at ten-thirty, just as he'd settled in 
the living room. "Hey, l'd almost given up hope you'd call 
tonight." 


"Just getting my shit together, took me a bit longer than | 
thought, but I'm here now." 


"It's good to hear your voice." 


"Yeah, today sucked ass for me too," Logan said. "Sorry to 
hear yours was as bad." 


"None of that matters. It's over now." 


"You sound almost giddy," Logan told him. "What the hell is 
going on?" 


"Nothing, why?" 

"| don't know. You sound different." 

"Just busy, and glad to be finishing up some stuff." 
"Work's killing you?" 

"It's better now, much better." 


"Are we on for this weekend, or can't you come up again?" 
He tried to keep his tone even, but they hadn't seen each 
other since the reunion. 


"I'm shooting for it, believe me. The project has wrapped up. 
The client needs to sign off, but it's out of my hands now." 


"That is good news. | really need some of your special 
attention. Without you here, it's been rough." 


"I'm in the same condition, believe me. Son of a bitch, | miss 
you. You better be sitting when | arrive or | might bowl you 
over. Better yet, naked, in bed would do nicely." 


Logan laughed. "My dick says he likes it when you talk 
dirty." 


"Are you rubbing him right now?" 
"Oh, yeah, no self-control, you know that." 


"Good. Why don't you go to the bedroom, get undressed, 
and get on the bed." 


"Are you serious?" 
"Just do it." 
"| don't believe I've ever had phone sex before." 


"| don't want to waste a good hard-on just because there are 
miles between us. 


Are you in the bedroom?" 
"Yeah, now hold on while | undress." 
"I'm waiting." 


Logan put the phone down and stripped, tossing his clothes 
to the far reaches of this room. He gathered a towel from 
the bathroom and got onto the bed, resting himself against 
the pillows. 


"I'm back. And you, are you doing the same?" 
"Oh, yeah." 


"Now, I'm going to put the phone on speaker, and you do 
the same." 


Logan pushed the proper button and set the phone down 
beside him on the bed. 


"Done." 


"Me, too. Now, | want you to get out our favorite toy, lube it 
up, and tell me when you're ready." 


"My God, you're decadent tonight." 


"Not just tonight, my sweet." 


Logan took a few moments to do as Reid had instructed, but 
finally, he held the black dildo in his shaking hand. 


"I have it." 


"| have one too, exactly like it. | want us to do this together. 
Take it slow and tell me how it feels." 


Logan propped himself up on a couple of pillows, so his ass 
was higher and easier to access. He hissed at the first push, 
but didn't stop. "It burns like a bitch." 


He heard the same hiss from Reid. "Yeah, but oh, what a 
bitch. Go with it, babe. 


Close your eyes and pretend it's me there, getting you hot, 
stretching your ass for the best fuck of your life." 


Logan did as Reid said, and soon he relaxed into the 
intrusion, taking the burn and the increasing fullness that 
followed. 


“Damn, your heavy breathing is really turning me on. How 
you doin'?" 


"Great." His muscles clenched around the toy. "This phone 
sex is hot." 


"Do you have the dildo in?" 


He grunted as he pushed past the pain and drove the toy 
home. "Yeah, God, that feels so fucking good." 


"Just leave it, and stroke your dick. Keep your eyes closed. 
Imagine my hand on you, jerking you slow and easy, up and 
down. Oh, yeah, that's right. | can hear you breathing, | like 
that." 


"Shit this is amazing." 
The phone clicked. 
"Reid?" 

No answer. 


He lay still for a minute. Reid must have gotten caught up in 
the moment. 


"Reid, I'm going to come." 
Nothing. 


He opened his eyes and something caught his attention. As 
he focused in the nearly dark room, a shadowy figure stood 
in the doorway. 


"Oh, my God." 
"Not quite, but will | do?" 


"What are you doing here? Where did you come from? What 
KE. ?" 


"Does any of that matter?" Reid said as he approached the 
bed and kneed his way on. He was gloriously naked and 
stone hard. "Does any of that really matter?" 


Reid grasped the base of the dildo and fucked Logan's ass, 
as slow and as easy as he'd instructed Logan to do. He 
kissed him with hungry purpose. Tongues collided as Logan 
tried to make sense of what was happening. 


"I want you," Reid said, his tone as determined as it was the 
night of the reunion. 


"| won't fight you. I've never wanted to be fucked so bad in 
all my life." 


When Reid slipped the dildo free, Logan groaned. 
"Roll over, my love." 


Logan tossed the pillows out of the way and rolled to his 
hands and knees. Reid slipped into him, in one stroke, 
pressing home. He held Logan's shoulders, not allowing him 
to move. 


"You're mine, Logan Chalmers." Reid ground the words out 
as he moved inside him. 


"Yes, yes... l'm yours, for as long as you want me." 


Reid pulled almost free, then slammed into him with a 
mighty thrust. "Forever." 


The question Logan had on his lips was lost in the sweet 
fucking Reid was giving him. A smack to his ass cheeks sent 
fire coursing through his veins, and he pumped his dick with 
a fury he barely recognized. 


"Fuck me, Reid, and don't stop." 
“There's nothing | want to do more." 


They'd wrung all there was out of each other before they 
collapsed in a sweaty heap, each breathing heavily and 
groping so as not to lose touch. 


Logan's mind danced with questions. "What are you doing 
here in the middle of the week? What's going on?" 


"Nothing bad—lI hope." 


"That's very cryptic." 


"I'm sorry. All right, | made a decision and I've acted on it. 
Now, look, you needn't feel obligated, but if you'll have me, 
I'm here to stay." 


Logan sat up, his heart pounding out of his chest. "You're 
what? Are you serious?" 


"As a heart attack. There's a U-Haul in your driveway." 


"A U-Haul?" He reached for the light on the nightstand. 
When his vision had adjusted to the sudden brightness, he 
turned toward Reid. "You've left New Orleans, your job, 
everything?" 


"All | want is you." He cupped Logan's face and pulled him 
close, their lips whisper-close. "There's nothing there that 
means a flip to me. Everything that's ever meant anything 
to me is sitting right here, naked beside me." 


Logan's vision blurred as the words tore at the part of his 
heart he'd saved for Reid. "Seriously?" 


"I've never been more serious. Yes. I'm here to stay." 


"But how? You can't just up and quit your job. You've worked 
so hard." 


Reid pulled Logan down and brushed away the tears that 
slid down his cheeks. 


"| don't want to lose you again." 


Logan wrapped his arms around Reid's neck and held onto 
all that had ever mattered to him. "You never lost me in the 
first place." 


Reid kissed him. "That's good to know, because you'll play 
hell getting rid of me this time." 


"What are you going to do? | Suppose you could commute to 
Monroe. | know some people at some of the firms, | could 
put in good word for you." 


"No. | thought we could work together, maybe kick 
Chalmers Construction up a notch by going into some multi- 
family housing. There's money to be made there, so why 
shouldn't we pool our resources and talents?" 


Logan's mind reeled with ideas, but with Reid kissing his 

neck, the distraction made it difficult for him to think. He 
moved his head, giving Reid better access. Plenty of time 
for thinking, later. Reid wasn't ever leaving him again. 


"Say yes to all the above." Reid bit down on his shoulder. 
"Hey, that hurts," he howled. 
"Answer me." 


He squirmed to get away from Reid's teeth. "Yes, yes, if 
you're serious, I'm in." 


Reid let go and smiled. "Really? Damn that was easy." 


"Phone sex is a great way to get what you want," Logan 
said, rubbing his hand over the bite. 


"No more phone sex, mister. We're never going to be apart 
that long." 


"Good." Reid's smile warmed Logan's heart. "I love you," he 
said without couching his words. He was done with that. 


"| love you too, and don't ever say I'm not spontaneous." 


"I'll never say it, | promise." 


They laughed and hugged for a minute before Reid pulled 
away. "Hey, take a look at the clock." 


Logan looked over at the nightstand and smiled as he 
grabbed Reid around the neck and tugged him close. "Man, 
I've never been so happy to see a minute after midnight." 


~The End~ 
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